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&n my many years as his agent, 
his companion and his confidant.. 


...I had witnessed more than my share of the eerie, the 
brutal and the macabre. I too would come to glimpse 

"WHAT EVIL LURKS IN THE HEARTS OF MEN". 


fyet no series of events were as 
unsettling and had such devastating 
impact on my soul... - 


; the baffling case of 








Despite his many contacts within 
the Fisian-Fimerican community, 

Twe Shadow Found his 
efforts stymied on every front, a 


The imperious despot, 

Sbivvap Kbap. 































































































































BUT THAT ^ 
~ MAKES HO SEHSE 
AT ALL! WHAT SORT OF 
CRIMINAL WOULD WANT 


Y OHHH... ^ 
r I CANT WAIT 
► TO SET HOME! 
THIS EXCURSION 
WAS FASCINATING, 
v DARLING. 


EXACTLY! 


~ BUT THIS CITY GAL > 
IS ANXIOUS TO HEAR THE 
HUM AND BUZZ OF THOSE 
. NEW YORK STREETS ^ 
\ ONCE AGAIN... J 


HATE TA 
TELL YA, 
LADY... 






























BUT Y'GONNA 

“ HAVE TO GIVE YER ^ 
REGARD* TO BROADWAY! 

YER GOIN' FOR A 
^■u'L *W/M TONIGHT1 M 


WELL WOW. 

UP FROM STEERAGE. 
S WOULDN'T YOU 
^ SAY. LAMONT? 


^ I'M SURE YOU ^ 
WON'T FIND THEBE TWO 
LISTED ON THE SHIP'S 
v MANIFEST, MY DEAR, y 


£NOUG(i% 
SQUAWKIN'. I 

► BOTHA VEZ! s 

. NOW...DO AS WE SAY 
V^AN' THIS WILL— .g 


Y WHAT DO ^ 
r YOU THINK OF ' 
THAT, MARGO? 
WE'RE TO DO AS 
^ HE SAYS... V 





























EPPIE, THAT 
WAS...YOU?! 


^ NO! > 
PON'T SHOOT! 
STUPS...HIT'S 
ME--! - 
























FREE AGENTS, 

. I ASSUME. 

" SEEKING TO 
COLLECT A 
PRICE ON OUR 
v HEAPS. ^ 


BUT THEY.. 
WEREN'T 
ASIANS! , 


I SUSPECT THEY 
MEANT TO KEEP 
L A HANP FROM 
r EACH US FOR 
JPENTIFICATION. 






















































AND LET'S BEEF UP THE PATROLS^ 
THROUGH THE BOWERY AND ALONG 
. CANAL STREET. EVERY HALF HOUR . 
N- ON THE HALF HOUR. 


INSPECTOR 

jZARPONA/y 






















T YOU INSPECTORS 
* ALWAYS SEEM TO 
BURN THE MIPNISHT OIL, 
^ I TELL YA! 


r SAY, JOE...WHAT CAN YOU SIVE ME 'l 
ABOUT THIS GLORIA SULUVAN ABPUCTION? 
L CAN'T SET A WORP OUTTA THE FAMILY. , 
■fctaANY RANSOM PEMANPS YET? 


^ YEAH, X SAW 
YOU SUYS AT THE CLASSIC 
RAN A SCREAMER ABOUT THAT. 


LOOK, burke... > 
( SO FAR WE'VE SOT 
NO EVIPENCE OF . 
~ ANY FOUL PLAY. \ 
FAMILY'S PLAYIN' IT MUM. 
ASK ME...IT'S A LOTTA 
HOT AIR! 


BUT THIS 6AL\ 
WAS A PARTY ^ 
BUTTERFLY... 

A REAL SCENE l 
< MAKER. A 
r i AN' NO ONE'S^ 1 
SPOTTEP HER 
FOR NEARLY 
.TWO WEEKS' 


I riKlEXUftlOT 


WHAT'RE YOU... 

HER SOCIAL SECRETARY? 
>—, I'M TELLIN' YOU, 

^ I SOT NOTHINS TO H 

investisatei^B 


^ LISTEN...I SOT ENOUSH 
REAL CRIMES TO KEEP ME BUSY 
WITHOUT WORRYINS ABOUT SOME 
> PEBUTANTE WHO SOT A LITTLE . 
( POWPER UP HER NOSE ANP t 
^ PECIPEP TO SKIP TOWN A 
FOR A WHILE. 


^ YOU WANT A ^ 

CLUE TO CHASE AFTER? 
SHE WAS LAST SEEN AT 
A RESTAURANT IN 
■k. CHINATOWN! 

























































CLYDE BURKE was an 

investigative journalist 
who worked for one of 
the daily tabloid rags, a 


THE POLICE ARE STILL UNWILLING TO TREAT 
T AS A KIDNAPPING...BUT ALL THE EVIDENCE 
—7 I'VE MANAGED TO DIG UP SEEMS TO. 
CONFIRM THAT FACT. 





































ABANPONEP OR EMPTY BUILPIN6S ALON6 THE 
^ LOWER EAST SIPE, AS YOU'P ASREP. ^ 


f CHRIST! ^ 
► ALWAYS SLAP 
I AIN'T ON THE 
WRONS SIPE OF 
. THAT LAUSH! 


I 

I X ' l i 

▼ /se! 


wwAm 
























^ 6LORIA SULLIVAN HAS ^ 
BEEN KIPNAPPEP. EYEWITNESSES 
PLACE HER IN CHINATOWN ON < 
THE NI6HT SHE WENT MISSIN6... 
IN A NIGHTCLUB ASSOCIATEP 
WITH THE HIP SIH& TON6. 


^THE HIP SINS Akt, ^ 
■ IN TURN, THE FACTION 1 
~ I'P MOST SUSPECTEP ^ 
OF BEINS UNPER CONTROL 
. OF THE MYSTERIOUS 
RED EMPRESS. 


WE CAN ONLY ASSUME^ 
THAT MISS SULLIVAN'S 
FAMILY HAVE BEEN SILENCEP 
, UNPER THREAT OF THEIR , 
^PAUSHTER'S LIFE. _ 4 



PM P / 

‘ WITH THE POLICE 

/ UNCONVINCEP OF THE CRIME, \ 
IT LEAVES ONLY THE SHADOW 
V TO RE6CUE MI6S sullivan ) 

































































WELL, THEN 
SHOULDN'T 
. WE-? 


SINCE OUR 

■ RETURN, I'VE UNCOVERED ■ 
A TRAIL OF INTERNATIONAL ^ 
CONTRABAND VIA A FREIGHTER 
L BASED OUT OF SHANGHAI" , 
\ P/S/Hl 5 DAWM. / 


"THE MAJORITY OF THAT SHIP'S 
CARGO ORIGINATES HERE--AN 
ABANDONED WAREHOUSE SECRETLY 
UNDER CONTROL OF THE HIP S/H&. 


"ALMOST CERTAINLY ...THIS 
IS WHERE THEY ARE HOLDING 
THE CAPTIVE HEIRESS." 


"THEN I SHOULD COME 
WITH YOU! IN CASE--" 


"YOUR TASK IS TO COMFORT 
MISS SULLIVAN, WHO WILL 
SURELY BE TRAUMATIZED BY 
HER ORDEAL." 



























PON'T WORRY, I 
MISS LANE. 

LIKE HE SAID...~ 
HE KNOWS WHAT 
HE'S COINS. ^ 
) HE ALWAYS 

L POE s. 


THESHAPOVh 
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R tenderness he would 
never openly admit. 
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1 (Eventually though, X came to realize A 




| it was a result of our intimacy. ^ 
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MMNSH! 

NNPH... 

HNNSH!! 


Regretfully, I had 
learned to accept... 


















































































































wCike any group new to American 
shores, Chinese immigrants 
often Found criminal enterprise 
the only path afforded them by a 
culture that promised equality 
and opportunity but was in fact 
steeped in bigotry and exclusion. 



































Juke the Italian and Jewish mobs, the Tom 
societies soon wielded a ruthless authorit 
that resulted in both power and wealth. 


^ <HOW SADLY ^B 
W PREDICTABLE... L 
MIGHTY Y/NG NO- 
THE DREADED SHADOW 
V OF JUDGMENT— . 
I LURED AND SNARED 1 
L FOR THE SAKE OF j 
Ts A WORTHLESS ^ 
ARISTOCRAT!) J 


( <WELI_NOT X 

V_—‘ ENTIRELY SO. L -■ 

NOW THAT THE VAPID ~ 
MISS SULLIVAN HAS SERVED 
, HER ROLE AS LIVING BAIT, . 

I'M SURE HER FAMILY WILL 1 
, PAY A HEFTY SUM FOR J 
HER RANSOM.) _A 

<SHE WILL 

A BE RETURNED )\ S 
TO THEM... J 
7 MOSTLY \ S \ 
l UNHARMED!) )/ \ 


JIUII. LI... ^B 
WHAT'S WRONG?) 


<AND NOW... 
HE'S GONE! 
HOW IS THAT 
POSSIBLE?!) 


~ <RELAX, LI... 
HE'S STILL THERE. 
l LOOK AGAIN.) 
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<IPIOTI> 


<MY EMPRESS 
HAS LONGEP TO 
. CELEBRATE THE . 
7 PAY OF YOUR | 
l PEATH.> A 


<YOUR TULKU TRICKS 
COUNT FOR NOTHING, 
V YING KO.> . 


~ <IT WILL ^ 
BE A MOST 
MAGNIFICENT 
^ PISPLAY!> . 


CAUTION 



























Countless times, I've sat and wait 
My stomach in knots awaiting his 
return from yet another mission 
Fraught with certain danger, 


AND 50 FAR... 
NO SI6N OF ANY 
. TROUBLE. 


HOW LONS'S 
_ IT'5 BEEN, _ 
r SHREVIE? ] 


BUT BY THE ^ 
TIME WE NOTICE I 
ANYTHING... A 
IT MIGHT BE V 
^TOO LATE! M 


C'MON NOW, 
MISS LANE... 
YOU KNOW 
L THE BOSS- 


r HE'S WHO ^ 
’ THE BAD GUYS 
ARE SCARED OF.. 

, NOT THE OTHER 
L WAY AROUND! 


















































~ <AND you ^ 
KNOW HOW THE 
CHINESE LIKE TO 
^ CELEBRATE, i 
YES?> A 


<BIS ONES!> 


f <VOU PARE ^ 
L NOT SHOOT ] 
THRU THE FUSE 4, 
WITHOUT SETTIN6 
OFF THE ENTIRE 
, CHAIN. THERE IS 
V VO ESCAPED A 


CAUTIO^ 


<FAREWELL, TINS KO. 

IT HAS BEEN AN HONOR 
^ TO HASTEN YOUR -m 
D EMISED 

hurryT* 

■ WI FEN6!> J 


Y <BEFORE THESE ~ 
TWO IDIOTS LI6HT 
THAT STRING AND 
BLOW US ALL TO 
< ATOMS!> . 


























































■(THEN WHO WAS^ 

HE TALKING TO, YOU 
. TURTLE E<56?> 


<HEH—THE SCREAMS 
OF WOMEN ARE THE 
MOST DEUCIOUS!> 


Y <EEE... 

I TOLD YOUi 
NOW, WOMAN... 
L YOU P!E!> 


























Always seems to 
work, so well for him! 


OK AY, I ...OHHH. MAH! 
5*—THEY REALLY 
Y7 CLOCKED ME! hi 


r EH REVIE... 1 
l ARE YOU OKAY?! , 
,> THOSE TWO < 
WERE OBVIOUSLY 
MEMBERS OF THE 
HIP EIHG TOHG! 
WE'VE SOT TO 


\ HURRY! ’-S| 

THERE'S BOUND 
JO BE MORE- 
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1 1 1 
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MISS LANE.. 
k NO! 

[ WA/T! 


CALL IT IN ^ 
TO BURBANK! 

.NOW! . 
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W COUPLE O' 
TONS SOONS... 

SAPPED 
ME SOMETHING 
^ 6000 ._,, 


/ NEARLY > 

SCRAMBLED 

. M'BRAINS! ' STILL KINDA... 

SEEIN' DOUBLE- 






















MAR6& 

























































SIR, PLEASE...I KNOW IT'S C'MON...EVEN IN 
TERRIBLE, %\XX...NOTHING THIS SECTION OF TOWN, 
► COULP HAVE SURVIVEP r-V A BLAST LIRE THAT... , 
L THROUGH THAT.' A I B ——- 


r WE'VE GOTTA ^ 
GET OUTTA HERE 
BEFORE THE COPS ANP 
FIRE PEPARTMENT , 
L. SHOW UP! A 























YES SIR. FIRE MARSHALL SAYS IT 
WAS ARSON—SOMEONE I6NITED 
W, A POWDER KES INSIDE ^ 
THE BUILDIN6. 

COULD BE 

AN INSURANCE SCAM... fl 
I OR MAYBE SOME SORT 1 ■ 
y^CJF MOB STRIKE. 


THIS 

ABOUT THAT 
WAREHOUSE 
EXPLOSION? 


“ TOOK A WHILE TO ^ 
SET IT COOLED DOWN BUT 
THEY PULLED FOUR BODIES 
OUT OF THE WRECKASE. 
CORONER'S TRYINS TO I.D. 
^ THE REMAINS NOW. a 


"HUH? 

OH, 

YEAH... 

THANKS, 

FRITZ." 


WHAT 

DO YOU 
WANT? 




















































W Y-YES... 

J WE RECEIVED THE REMAINS ^ 
OF FOUR DECEASED INDIVIDUALS. 
THE BUILDING WAS ABANDONED, 
SO THEY WERE PROBABLY < 
VAGABONDS...SQUATTING ] 
N. FOR THE NIGHT. A 


r ALL OF THE MEN WERE CRUSHED TO DEATH ~ 

y BY THE BUILDING'S INNER COLLAPSE. THE...THE < 
WOMAN SEEMS TO HAVE CAUGHT THE BRUNT OF 
THE BLAST AND WAS INCINERATED. HER REMAINS 
j^CAN BE DESCRIBED AS PARTIAL, AT BEST. > 


MOST OF HER SKELETON 
CRUMBLED IN THE ACT OF 
RECOVERY. THERE AREN'T 
ENOUGH TEETH REMAINING 
FOR AN I.D. VIA DENTAL < 
RECORDS. v 




































































































































































































































<Qn general, he 
Tended to leave mo, 
work to the police. 


PON GENOVESE! 

STAY BACK! 
WHERE THE HELL 
HE?! 


I...THINK 
I SEE HIM! 

THERE' 


MYSTERIOUS MASTER, 


AVSfV»?/OR FACE THE 
JUPGMENT ANP WRATH OF. 

^THe$HADOW( 
















THERE' 








r 50... ^ 

WAS THAT REALLY 
^ NECESSARY? . 


WE COULPW'T 
DISCUSS THIS LIKE 
, CIVILIZED MEW? 

I SIT DOWW WITH 
MY EWEMIES ALL 
s. THE TIME... A 


r BUT WO...Y'JUST COST~ 
ME THREE OF MY BEST SUYS. 
THEY DIED PROTECTIW6 ME 
SO WOW I'VE 60TTA LOOK 
AFTER THEIR FAMILIES. . 


a I AIW'T WEVER HEARD OF WO FREAKIW' 
"V RED EMPRESS. I DO DO SOME - 
DISTRIBUTIOW WITH THE HIP SINOS. 

'BUT I'M MERELY 

PROVIDIW' A WEEDED Xi’ 

s SERVICE, Y'SEE? / 

H I'M JUST A MAW f 
V OF BUSIWESS. J 


W CHRIST.' . 
P THAT OWE IW 
THE MIDDLE IS U 
SISTER'S KID! 
\ SOWWA 
* COST ME 
A FORTUWE TO ] 
SMOOTH HER 1 
k FEATHERS! A 


I AIW'T SOME 60DDAMW 
SAVAGE LIKE THEM SLAWTS 
"-7 OR THE SHI WES UP -r-'j 
^^IW HARLEM. 

































O-OKAY... 
OKAY! RELAX! 


r i mean, her bunch seems 

MORE INTERESTED IN STIRRIN' , 
• UP TROUBLE THAN RUNNIN' A 4 
REAL BUSINESS! LIKE...THEY'RE 
TRYINS TO DRAW ATTENTION 
y TO THEMSELVES!^^ 

^THAT'S 
1 LUNACY! ) 


T THE ^ 
SHANGHAI 
CAFE! IT'S A 
FRONT FOR 
L HER SANS. , 


r THIS IN ^ 
NO WAY ATONES 
FOR YOUR 
LITANY OF CRIMES, 
SENOVESE. 








































crusade often led him from 
a den of thieves to the city's 
most exclusive enclaves... all in j 
the course of a single evening. A 















































































. * 

flH WHAT'S GOT YOU SO ., 

Kw^L peckish tohight?^^H 

1 Ww WMg^^r' ANP WHERE HAVE 

WW W:’ YOU BEEN? THIS IS THE FIRST 

tsM W I'VE SEEN YOU HERE IN MOUTHS' T**SN 
m, ^^ANP, IF I MAY BE SO BOLD... / 

...YOU'RE LOOKING^BB^- 
nP’ A BIT PEAKEP ANP GRIM. 

V__ EVEN FOR YOU. , 

s .1 

*0m /7 f 

> yv* Yy-~ * | 

:■- Wm I'VE... '^INEXORABLY^^P * 

BEEN BUSY.SO. ./ 

^ YES, WELL...YOU A 1/ TOO HARP FOR A "N 

V WON'T SEE ANY ) I RAIPIN6 SQUAP TO TELL 
W POLICE CRACK- \ l THE GOOP ONES FROM 
f POWNS SO LONG THE BAP ONES. V 

1 AS THE MAYOR'S | |^-p=-- 

l TRYING TO PLAY 1 1 ( GOP FORBIP, ) 

L NICE WITH THESE J - -WE ENP UP 

PEOPLE. Sm f ACCIPENTALLY SHOOTINGS 

f ^-, r-^y J I A COMMUNITY LEAPER ) 

° f SOME SORT! ^ 

/ pfftuT^K ^reoop lorp... B 

/ THE PRESS NOW HE'S GONE ■ 

WOULP NEVER f I AGAIN! ANP I'M I 

H LET US HEAR \ * T/U WITHOUT M 

\ THE ENP OF jm m. A PRINK... M 

\^THAT! J - 

SiHSl 































the Far Bast that he first 
learned his shadowy talents. 


Often with the aid of his wide 
network of covert agents. 


* 

GOLD*] 

^tOTUj 

^ J 


SO SHE ASKS 
ME IF I'VE SOT 
ANY PLANS FOR 
lTHE FUTURE! 





1 \ \ 

SEAFOOD W m PH 



I ‘ 1 w . ^ i W 

MARKET p ITLJ1 




h^ ¥ Iff] ■ 
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[ Mi I jjji 





























~ AND SHE SAYS...^> 
"Z WAS ONLY THINNING 
OF THE NEXT NOUN 
^ OF SO." A 


SO I SAID, 'VOL/ MEAN 
TEN YEARS FROM NOW... 
.OR JUST TONIGHT?" 



WHAT... ' 

SERIOUSLY? 


YOU MEAN YOU DON'T 
k ALLOW NE6ROES... 
INA CHINESE 
■ NISHTCLUB? J 


SWEAR TO SOP, JER. 

THIS SAL KNEW WHAT SHE WANTED. 

__AND THAT WAS THAT! - 


WELL... 

FOR AN HOUR. 
| TWO, | 
I ACTUALLY. J 


r EVENINS, 
SENTLEMEN. 
COLOREDS 
L IN BACK. 



IT'S FINE, HARRY. 

AIN'T WORTH 
. FISHTIN' ABOUT. 


AWWW...C'MON, 


NOW, THAT'S 
JUST PLAIN— 


F 

m 

PR: 

A 
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~ TOOK ^ 
YOU LONG 
k ENOUGH. 


MWELL...THERE'S 
A CLEAN SWEEP! 
l NICE JOB. 


^ AUU UAD 
SOME TROUBLE SNEAKING^^B 
PAST THE BOUNCERS ANP ■ 

THRU THE KITCHEN WITHOUT 

L. BEING SEEN. - 

- MAN...THIS ^ 

^I MUCH MUSCLE AT THE 
\ i/f ijgnfo. BACK POOR? J 


T YEAH... ” 
THERE'S PEFINITELY 
SOMETHING FISHY 
GOING ON 
THERE. 


HANG ON. PON'T 1 
WANT TO MESS UP 
. THIS JACKET... . 
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SAY... 

WHAT GIVES? 


mnm 


WHAT 

HAPPENED TO 
THE LIGHTS?! 


WHICH 
WAY OUT?! 


IS THIS 
PART OF THE 
. SHOW? 




, ABOUT THE SAFE IN „ 
/<//£ OFFICE. HE WANTS' 
you TWO TO COME 
^PROTECT /T/> 

M I <T WILL STANP^ 

■ IV WATCH AT THE M 

■ IT TUNNELS' f 


! C FOOLISH ^ 
[ WOMAN ’/ 

I NEARLY 
SHOT YOU!> 



























<THAHK YOU, 

MIH6 PWAN.) 


YOU SUYSI 
REALLY DIDN'T 
BRINS FLASH- 
^ LISHTS? i 


LANTERhJ 


ACTUALLY, 

UM..MO. 


I BROUGHT 1^ 

, EXTRAS. / _ B 

\~T THIS BETTER! 
5l l SO SMOOTHLY. I 
W IT'S TAKEN ME ^ 
f WEEKS TO SAIN 
I ACCESS TO THESE 
L LOWER LEVELS... 
^ AND NOW THAT 4 
■ COVER'LL BE I 
V BLOWNI A 


THE BOSS KNOWS WHAT 
HE'S DOINS. 


WHAT'S ~ 

HE HOFINS 
TO FIND? 







WHAT?' 


THE SECRET \ 
MASTERMINP OF 
IS SERPENTINE TONS 
IS KNOWN AS THE 
REP EMPRESS, y 


BRINS HER 
. JJSTICE. 













AMP HOW 
SHOULP WE 
PEAL WITH 
k THAT? 


^ SIR... “ 
I TAKE IT WE'LL 
MEET RESISTANCE 
k POWN THERE? A 


YEAH. MUST 
HAVE THEIR OWN 
.GENERATORS... 














AWFULLY 

QUIET TO BE ^ 
SOME SORT OF 
.CRIMINAL HIVE- 


FEELS 

THOUSH. 

■ LIRE TROUBLE'S 
m JUST WAITIN' i 
( ROUNP THE NEXT 
CORNER. . 


s SPOKE *- 
TOO SOON! 









<YOU IDIOT6!\ 
GET OUT OF ) 
^THE WAY/> J 

J <1 CAN'T ^ 
^ GET A CLEAR 
■ V SHOT.' , 
\ I A !EEP—> 1 





































mm 


MY APOLOGIES, 
SIR. BUT I HAP TO 
. SEE WHAT WAS > 
k DOWN HERE. A 


LOOKS LIKE THIS PLACE 
IS JUST AN OPIUM J 
r PROCESSING CENTER. 1 
CRIMINAL. AND DEFINITELY 

V TONG business. I 
■ BUT IT'S NO ONE'S V 
> SANCTUARY. 

( NO CRIME BOSS, V-:Jg 
ANYWAY. j/MB 


r CAN'T BE MORE ” 
THAN THIRTEEN OR SO. 
THE TONGS RECRUIT 
YOUNG. 


4 





























^ SIR, 
ARE YOU.. 
. OKAY? 


SHADOW 

KNOWS! 



► 


r «s[ jiJ 




iffigSfX^ f ’f|\ 




























BOY? 


T ...DO YOU ^ 
► PREFER CANNEP 
SOUP OR LEFTOVER 
. CHICKEN? . 


HOW ABOUT 
. PESSERT? 

> I'VE SOT 
THOSE NICE 
k. LEMON 
W COOKIES 
I FROM THE 
L. PELI ....A 


ROY? 


S mapam... 

' I APOLO&IZE FOR > 
PISRUPTIN6 BOTH 
YOUR PINNER HOUR ANP 
v THE PRIVACY OF J 
YOUR HOME. y 
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BUT I FINP MYSELF 


{/mong his vast network of 
operatives, Pr. Roy Tam was the 
one agent he considered more tike a 
friend. Even to the point of unveiling 
his identity as Lamont Cranston. 


IN URGENT NEEP OF ™ 
YOUR HUSBANP'S WISE 
ANP WELL-CONSIPEREP 
^ COUNSEL. 


Of course, Pr. Tam realized that 
this too was merely a disguise 
for the man of many shadows. ^ 


r WELL THEN...^B 
I WHY PON'T I ~ 
BRING SOME TEA 
FOR YOU ANP 
^YOUR GUEST?^ 


' THAT 
WOULP 
BE LOVELY, 
^ PEAR. 









































if THANK YOuTtE^SlSprJ 
s\ DR. TAM... jr~" r< V O 

h&M roy. P$^m s NW 

s i ^rirn x 

PLE ASe‘ 7A 1 1M 

f* ® W my stupy is 

1 1 _ W lip THIS WAY. WE CAN Alsft^H 1 1 

, [ talk there. 

Vp - YOU APPEAR^H H 1 1 

-—rs^T W{pbd|8HBi / anxious, what 

r^3lv > S(]Sff i nSi^8 V 5EEMS TO BE THE B BB 

nr\xn\^M Vproblem?^ TB 

^ eJc^tikS 1 HU 
"'Cs- J^IB 

iil® 

iMS 

PjPow 

i...have concerns 7 \s?| 

: '^tr ABOUT MY EFFICACY. B 

»IT77B ANP THE CLARITY OF MY 1 
fr I MENTAL FOCUS. 

rfivll 

1 L f*i Ipl^OH 

1 1 ^ TyJj i^YOU KNOW*\fer 

1 I'M A GENERAL J*3f 

I TUffl ByNPRACTITIONER. 

1 MY INTEREST INJ^ 

1 fJ*W PSYCHOLOGY IS MERELY \ 

i ^^^B / I'M NOT ONE TO^ 

■ W^B V. SUFFER POUBT... ) 

/ NOR TO TAKE \ 

' S' ( THE SCOPE OF MY ) 

^B Factions lightly, j 

gjggB 

|gf 

^fff f . V LET'S PISCUSS THIS , 

■ ■ FURTHER. A 

i l i ui 

LATE, I'VE FELT...) 
V^UNTETHEREP.^y 

[■** 

ISrJfc* 

\(anp subject*''^ 

l\ TO FOUL EMOTIONS \ , 1 

7 i'P long since (B (. BdfB 

B, THOUGHT BURIEP. Bl 1~, WlB 

BUT X AM A 

COMMANPER IN A WAR. B r >B' M 
THERE ARE PEOPLE WHO / \l 

RISK THEIR VERY LIVES ^Bp^M ■ f 

UNPER /ny AUTHORIT/^B > / i^A 

IW *k £ \ 

, lY\ 1 v^ -Ami 'S \4 \\ [ abipe such ■ 

^1 ^ 1 -> 



































^ A PERFECTLY^ 
SOUNP ANP MORAL 
^ CONCERN. a 




































IT IS A ~ 
MATTER...OF 
STILLNESS. . 


IF ONE CAN ^ 
■ QUELL ALL EMOTION, 
7? ANP PISPEL THE VEIL 
f OF PERSONAL IPENTITV., 
II YOU CAN BECOME A 
^ LIVING SHAPOW. 
^ IT'S THUS 
POSSIBLE TO FOOL 
THE UNTRAINEP EYE/ 'I 
] INTO IGNORING 
1 YOUR PHYSICAL 
V PRESENCE. 


^ BASE ANP CRIMINAL 
MINPS ARE ALWAYS THE EASIEST ■ 
S. TO CLOUP IN THIS MANNER. M 
' BOREPOM ANP IPLENESS ^ 
MAKE SUCH A CAMOUFLAGE ALL ■ 
BUT ELEMENTARY. 

I CAN SNEAK~^^ 
r ~* f PAST MOST GUARPS ANP 
I SENTRIES WITHOUT PAUSE.. 
gl V WITH WEAPONS IN HANP, 
\ L EVEN. ^ 


IT'S A ^ 
FACILE ILLUSION. 

CHILP'S PLAY, 

L REALLY... . 


I...PON'T ' 
TAKE YOUR 
MEANING, 

, POCTOR. , 





























r AND YET YOU^ 
SPEAK OF IT IN A 
CAVALIER FASHION. 
YOUR FOCUS WOULD 
. SEEM QUITE 
L ROBUST. 


r THE TRAINING, ^ 

DEDICATION AND SHEER 
MENTAL ACUITY FOR 
SUCH A FEAT MUST BE 
V ASTOUNDING. a 


NOW, TELL ME... 

WHY DO YOU 
PURSUE SUCH A 
^CRUSADE? . 


WHY? 


f BECAUSE JUSTICE ^ 
DEMANDS A CHAMPION! 

\ A PALADIN WILLING J 
TO FIGHT OUTSIDE 
THE BOUNDS OF REGULAR 
s LAW ENFORCEMENT. 


SOMEONE UNAFRAID^ 
TO TAKE UP ARMS AND 
CONFRONT THE DARKEST 
AGENTS OF ATROCITY. 


^ SOMEONE WHO ^ 
TRULY KNOWS THE 
WICKEDNESS THAT HAUNTS 
V MEN'S SOULS. > 


^BUT YOUR CAPACITIES^ 
SEEM AS VIGOROUS 
AS EVER. I'D SAY YOU'RE 
L FIT TO COMMAND. a 


— 7 A KEEN AND 
l CONFIDENT SENSE H 
■ OF MISSION ■ 
V AS WELL. 
perhaps YOU 

HAVE SUFFERED SOME ' 
RECENT INJURY OR LOSS 
TO TRIGGER THIS , 
L. DISORIENTATION. A 


THAT'S HUMAN. 
IT'S NORMAL. 
kIT'S HEALTHY. 





































MY THANKS, 
PR. TAM. 


I PON'T KNOW 
THAT I CONTRIBUTEP 
V THAT MUCH. 


V NO... 

YOUR APVICE 
WAS INSIGHTFUL. 
MORE THAN YOU 
K CAN KNOW. , 


I'M HAPPY ^ 
TO OFFER ANY 1 
ASSISTANCE, i 
W' BUT 
~ I'P LOVE ^ 
TO TALK MORE 
ABOUT THESE... 

. ABILITIES OF 
k YOURS. A 


I'M ^ 
FASCINATEP BY T 
EASTERN MYSTICISM 
ANP HOW IT RELATES 
. TO SCIENTIFIC . 
k THEORY. 


























































Y-YES...TH-THEY NEEDED ^ 

TO COME AND GO AT THEIR 
OWN DISCRETION. I-I-I ALSO 
FEED THEM THE COAST GUARD . 
k. PATROL SCHEDULES. 


Y th-they've^^ 

r BEEN TROLLING 1 
ABOUT FIVE MILES ' 
OUT, DOING A LOOP , 
L FROM NANTUCKET l 
^ TO CAPE MAY. A 


'N-'N-WHAT AM 
I DOING?! 


IF SHE EVER 
FINDS OUT, 
SHE'LL HAVE 
ME HILLED!! 


N -NO! 


















































r TH-THEY ^ 
TOLP ME! THEY 
W-W-WARNED ME 
^ AB OUT YOU! A 

i..rvE ^ 

f GOT A GUN! A 
vJFjVl I SWEAR, I 
I'LL SH— J 





.ptf-AHy. 



A' 

aJR, 


hM 

n 










































































































~ <SO THE FIRST GUY GOES. ^ 
"WHAT PIP THE POCTOR SAY?!" 
AMP HIS FRIEMP ANSWERS, 
"POCTOR SAYS YOU'RE GOING 
TO P!E!"> __J 



















<WE'RE LOW ON HANP-TOWELB, 

PICE ANP BLEACH AGAIN! 
WHAT HAPPENEP TO ALL THAT 


W <VES. 

I HEAPP THE 
MIBTPEBB BAYS 
WE'LL BE GOING 
.HOME BOOH> . 


P OF ALL THIB “ 
WAITING-AROUNP 
. CPAP!> A 


<FUNNY 

THING. 

YAN...> 























































<1 PON'T PEALL y REMEMBER US 
^TARING ON ANY PASSENGERS!^, 


I PON'T 
REMEMBER \ 


THAT 

E!THER.> 


HEY, MISTER... 
WE HURT YOU 
V. BAP! y 
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^ FOR I AM 

ZHU KHANUM.. 

THE DAUGHTER OF- 


r OH, YES...I KNOW > 
MANY OF YOUR SECRETS, 
YING KO. SECRETS OF THE 


— 


-- 




























































Bent on world domination and the 
destruction of western culture, this 
megaiomaniacai fiend finally met his 

end in a fiery blaze, a victim _ , 

of his own wicked schemes, 


(Qne of his most relentless and 
sinister villains was the self-styled 
despot, Shiwan Khan, who claimed 
a direct lineage from the feared ^ 
mongoi warlord, Temujin... \ 

better known as Ghengis Khan. \ 


r YESSS...X AM ^ 
SHIWAH KHAN'S DAUGHTER, 
HEIR TO HIS NETWORK OF 
UNDERWORLD ENTERPRISES, 
DISCIPLE OF HIS CUNNING * 
FEROCITY AND SCION OF 
k HIS IMPERIAL LEGACY. 1 


r I have resurrected^^ 

MY FATHER'S CRIMINAL EMPIRE... 
AND WROUGHT FROM IT A VAST 
DOMINION THAT IS FAR BEYOND 

>._ANYTHING HE HAD __^ 

7 EVER IMAGINED. ) 
































































~ MY FATHER WAS 
A MISGUIPEP FOOL.. 
.BUT I LOVEP HIM. 


AMP ^ 
FILIAL PIETY 

DEMANDS 

V THAT < 
ll RILL YOU! J 


r AH... YOU ^ 
MOURN THE 
LOSS OF YOUR 
TREASUREP 
k CONCUBINE! . 


■ POES THAT J 
r THOUGHT 1 
TORMENT YOU? 
i NO MATTER, i 


^ ALL THE ^ 
MORE TRAGIC ' 
THAT SHE PIEP 
IN A PEATHTRAP 
INTENPEP 
. FOR YOU! A 


f A RAGING > 
' CONFLAGRATION 1 
THAT MIRROREP MY 
L FATHER'S OWN 
k PEMISE... A 


I'VE ONLY 
JUST BEGUN. 






















































BECAUSE YOU SEE... 
LOVE IS A SLIPPERY THINS. 
^ VOLATILE. MALLEABLE. ' 
TREACHEROUS. > 


~ SO VERY ^ 
CLOSE TO HATE... 
SIVEN THE PROPER 
STIMULUS ANP 
^ NAVIGATION, j 


LET ME SHOW 
















































































































silence, 

demon: 


YOUR VOICE... 
,YOUR ILLUSIONS. 



























~ AMD ~ 
NOW...YOU 
WILL PAY FOB 
ALL MY YEARS 
OF MISERY! 



























<WHELP OF 
A WHORE!> 


fr 




/v 

WB h 


•mt’J M “ / * \ 
















































V <YESSS... 

HE'S EVERY BIT ' 
THE /M/ FATHER i 

L. DESCRIBED> > A 
<GUCH A 

| SUBLIME HONOR... \ 
I r£7 ELIMINATE SUCH I 
I /3 MAGNIFICENT 1 
SPECIMENS A 


/ EMPRESS... >M 













(ZEj 






Kyt £ 




























BUT NOW...YOUR CONTINUED EXISTENCE 

6ROWS TIRESOME. AND MY VEN6EANCE 
^^^^JS_LON6 OVERDUE! -j -, -<f 

^^ToolThim'. \ i^hfi 

» v. mow/> jm <{/ym 


r (DOUBLE OR ^ 
NOTHING, LI...I DRAW 
L. FIRST BLOOD/> y 




























^ WON'T LET HIM ^ 
//f //£ «/« 
INTO THE SHADOWS... 
^WE't/E LOST H/M!>a 

iC~lL<AFT£i) 


























<6UABPS... 
ATTEND ME!> 


7 <ANP ^ 

'summon tne 

MAINTENANCE 
CHEW TO PUT 
OUT THIS 
^ F!BE!> A 


WHAT THE HELL... ? 
U... THEBE'S A F/BE- 


<1—1 THINK 
I SEE HIM...> 



































(OBLITERATE HIM! ^ 

I WAMT HIE BODY REDUCED 
S *TO PULR AMD SMEAR'S!'). 



1 


T^n 


f 1 


4 


l\dm 

m 























<morb &UARPS' 

. MORB GUNB! 
\AT OHCB!> J 


UfJRH- 

WHAT'S. 


W-WHERE 
AM I—?! 


























































I SMELL.. 
SMOKE— 


f OKIE FALSE > 
MOVE A KIP I'LL 
OPEN WEB THROAT 
. LIKE A GUSHING 
L STREAM! , 





















^ AT LAST, ^ 

i see.' it wasn't 

THE WEST ALONE 
S THAT FUELEP 
V MY FATHER'S ■ 
Ml LOATHIN6... K 


IT WAS THE 
CHALLEN6E 
kOF YOU' 


' LAY POWN ~ 
YOUR WEAPONS! 
OR WATCH HER 
^ BLEEP... a 


31 

l w * 










<S-G-3UARP€'!\m 
^ATTE HP ME!> J\C 
<OOHHH... ™ 
/ -T-JAW 4M//Wfi!7/ 















Xy-you.' '■k 

\PECE!\/ER! 
PEF/LER/ 


iNMHHHi- 












(THIS WAV! AM INTRUDER 
. HAS SET FIRS TO THE 


<TME GUARDS 


( <THEY'LL 

cut urn n 
VHALF!> 


IMPERIAL HALL!> 

^<UIMERE S f~~~^m^^^£ 
JS HE?!',') 



4r~^ r 



£7 





























^ (FIND ^ 
THE INTRUDER! 
HE HAS CRIPPLED 
L THE MISTRESS!) . 


(IT'S... JUST HIE 
HAT AND CLOAK!) 


(ALL HANDE 
BELOW DECK! 
THE FIRE IE 
SPREADING!) 


(HUNG UP ON THIS 
. GUY-WIRE... > 
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ilW \ j 



1 0 

\i \ 
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DRRURERT 



OTE.MD 
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($■ can't recall exactly when I resurfaced. 
Through an opiated haze, . 

I Fought to reclaim any l Jj 


L-LAMONT...? 

WH-WHERE 
. AM X? 


_\ Vy [ 




\ v\ 

























































To dispel the hatred 
implanted there. 


Pnd 

reassembled. 


To help me forget 
that vile woman's 


1 vz 

- - y 

I It felt like 1 

taint on my soul. | 


being broken. 1 




and 















CAN'T PO THIS 
ANYMORE. . 


BOTH OF YOU... 
WERE INSIPB ME! 


YOU CAN'T' 
IMAGINE HOW 
THAT FEELS. 


r TO BE SO ^ 
PEVOIP OF YOUR OWN 
FREE WILL-SUBJECTED 
TO ANOTHER PERSON'S 
WANTS AND AIMS. 

V IT'S HORRIBLE. A 


































































^ STANLEY WILL 
PROP ME OFF AT THE ■ 
^ T RAIN STATION. 

VO LIKE TO 
ASK THAT YOU MAKE 
NO EFFORTS TO FINP ME. 

BUT I KNOW THAT'S A 
k POINTLESS REQUEST. 


I CAN'T MAINTAIN 
. THIS FACAPE... 

I CAN'T CONTINUE 
ON AS IF NOTHING 
.HAS CHAN6EP. 


H W iOOPBYE, \ 



I V LAMONT. ■ 



^ I hope^^^^H 

AT LEAST THAT 

YOU'LL REMEMBER 
^ ME FONPLY. y ^ 






























































(part of me wondered whether 
I could make a dean break. 


I I'd spent so many years 

I at his side, through so 
I many thrilling adventures. 

wt^nfe^inrrrn 

ooonwffi 


Could I really Just walk 
away From all that? 


Could I really...)ust 
walk away from him? 


Qor the sake of my sanity, 

I must. I-7 

— Whether that b 
1 means forever... k 


\ agent ^-7 

P HAWKEYS REPORTS k - 
J ENHANCED ACTIVITY 
t IS AMONG SUSPECTED 
56.4 ILLEGAL ARMS , 

L TRAFFICKERS. JL 

CLIFF ' = '—7 
9 MARSLAND CONFIRMS A ^ 
SHIPMENT OF HIGH-GRADE 
EXPLOSIVES SET FOR 
h DELIVERY TOMORROW f 
NIGHT. ^ 


lEUgB 















































































































Mil liliU 


A SHADOW MYSTERY 



EODBBB ®P 


by 

Matt Wagner 


In November of 1718, under 
orders from the Governor of 
Virginia, Lieutenant Robert 
Maynard led a naval mission that 
successfully trapped and killed 
the notorious pirate Edward 
Teach, infamously know as 
“Blackbeard”. Following the 
deadly battle, Maynard mounted 
Teach’s head on the bowsprit of 
his frigate, as a warning to other 
buccaneers. Some months later, 
the head mysteriously vanished 
leading to rumors that it was 
stolen by surviving members of 
the pirate’s still-loyal crew who 
then boiled the skull free of all 
flesh and coated the gruesome 
relic in molten silver. Over the 
years, the skull passed through 
many hands and eventually 
became an icon to several 
fraternal organizations who 
incorporated it into their covert 
and arcane rituals. Due to its 
grisly origins, a legend arose that 
those who retained the skull for 
too long would fall victim to its 
original owner’s deadly fate. 



















The trophy was eventually 
acquired by a secret society 
at Princeton University, a 
group of five friends who 
dubbed themselves “The 
Jolly Rogers”. They 
ceremonially drank from 
the hollowed out vessel 
and swore allegiance to 
their own hedonism on its 
silver-crusted pate. In a 
seeming defiance to the 
skull’s supposed jinx, all 
five went on to become 
eminently successful 
following their mutual 
graduations. And yet they 
still retained ownership of 
the argent skull as a way to 
commemorate and lionize 
their fraternal bonds. 


The surliest and most industrious of this crew 
was Fenton Sykes, who followed a mediocre 
degree in Applied Sciences to build a thriving 
empire in commercial steel. In their college 
days he had always been the first to pass out 
from heavy drinking and the first to again 
crack open another bottle on the following 
morning. 


Given his penchant for the sauce no one was 
particularly surprised when he careened his 
Cabriolet off the edge of a steep embankment. 





















While still in school, Rueben’s romantic conquests among the 
local flowers of Princeton high society were so numerous that 
he was soon christened with a ribald nickname, “The Cherry 
Picker”. More than one young lady found herself in unlucky 
circumstances and had to leave town as a result of her 
compromised virtue, the resulting scandals were only silenced 
by the vast resources of the Vandeveer family coffers. 































The most amiable of the bunch was Dickie Morgenson, the scion of a 
prominent banking family who followed his clan’s traditions and 
became a Wall Street powerhouse. Despite his affable persona, he 
gained an iron reputation and managed to survive the Crash of ’29 
with minimal losses. It thus came as some surprise when he hanged 
himself...a scant two months following Fenton’s deadly accident. 


“Most intriguing, 
Margo...it seems 
as if someone is 
killing off my 
former fraternity 
brothers.” 


“Are you quite 
certain?” 


“I find there are 
few coincidences 
...where murder is 
involved.” 







Despite having married the daughter of 
another well-heeled family, Rueben 
Vanderveer continued his lothario behavior. 


His latest mistress was a 
hot-blooded torch singer who, 
as time progressed, didn’t take 
kindly to the idea of being his 
affair-on-the-side. She began 
threatening to phone his wife 
and expose their liaison, 
which led Rueben to extreme 
lengths in trying to placate her 
petulance. He showered her 
with jewelry, mink coats and 
other luxuries to no avail. 


Their battle of wills finally 
culminated in a drunken row 
one night at the hotel suite he 
retained for her roost. 
Neighbors reported shouting, 
broken glass and gun shots just 
after midnight. 




















The most covetous was Andrew Benning, 
an investment lawyer of modest origin. 


The laziest member of their sect was Lamont 
Cranston, who seemed content to idle his days in the 
knowledge that he would some day inherit a fortune 
from his elderly and ailing father, a rail and shipping 
magnate. Indeed that proved to be the case and 
“Monty” spent much of his time traipsing around the 
world on big game hunts or playing the droll 
man-about-town in the company of his “friend and 
companion”, Margo Lane. He intrigued almost no one. 


Only two remained. 



















“You have no proof! None 
of this will stand up in a 
court oflaw-AGGHT 


“Andrew Benning! You 
have carved a trad of death 
among your former friends 
and colleagues! You must 
answer for your crimes!” 






















Benning had planned to sell the silver skull for a substantial sum 
to a noted aviation tycoon, an ardent aficionado of pirate lore. His 
schemes sought to deny his fraternity brothers’ compliance and 
defraud their equal compensation...by any means necessary. 


When any object becomes so prized that it 
inspires larceny, treachery and homicide, it must 
indeed be considered cursed. 
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"It's Schkade's artwork 
nails this book, remind, 
me a lot of the Bruce Tii 
animated style... This i: 
great showing from Dyi 
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"[Matt Wagner] utterly 
this tone perfectly and 
completely at home in i 
can't really describe it i 
At the same time, Dan 1 
has been a revelation t 
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Graphic Novel 
Superhero | Crime Mystery 


"Style, content and art 


in The Shadow: The 
Death Of Margo Lane, 
make this probably the 



Multiverse- 

Magazine.com 


Scifipulse.net 


MARCO LAME 

Legendary creator MATT WAGNER 
returns to both write and draw an all-new 
tale for the first and most famous of all 
pulp heroes, THE SHADOW! Following his 
critically-acclaimed work on The Shadow: 

Year One and Grendel vs. The Shadow, 
Wagner once again lends his masterful 
talents to unveil "what evil lurks in the 
hearts of men", joined by talented colorist 
Brennan Wagner. 


Comicbastards.com 


Aintitcool.com 


For years, Margo Lane has served as The 
Shadow's faithful friend and companion, 
the closest and most intimate of all his 
many agents. But when will that proximi¬ 
ty to The Shadow's dark and violent world 
take its ultimate toll on her? And what 
effect will his lover's loss have on the 
driven and brooding Master of Darkness? 
A powerful and resonant tale in the sort of 
pulse-pounding pulp style that only Matt 
Wagner could deliver! 

Collecting Matt Wagner's complete five 



issue series The Shadow: The Death of 
Margo Lane, as well as his eight page 
story from The Shadow# 100. 






